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Ye shall be hanged on crosses, nailed on rows.
For birds to rend alive; ye shall have doom,
A dog's doom and a traitor's, and the cord
Strangle the sentence in your labouring lips
And break the plea that heaves your throat and leaves
Your tongue thrust forth to blacken ; ye shall wage
Words and try causes with the worms and flies
Till they leave bare your bones to sun and wind
As shame shall leave your titles.    Was it you

[To LINDSAY.

That were to fight before me with my lord ?
Give me your hand, sir; by this hand of yours
I swear for this thing yet to have your head.
And so thereof assure you,

Morton.                            Bid the camp

Strike and set forth behind us.   Sirs, to horse;
And, madam, be-not yet so great of speech
As utterly to outwear your spirit of strength
With pain and passion that can bear no fruit
But wind and wrath and barren bitterness.
Vex not yourself more than your foes would vex,
Of whom we would be none that ride with you
From them to guard you that would lay red hands
On you yet faint and weak from this fierce day.

Queen.   My body and head wax faint, but not my

heart;

I have yet there fire enough for all of you,
To burn your strengths up that my feebler limbs
Can make my heart not yield to nor bow down,
Nor fear put out its fires*   Come, worthy lords,